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DEDICATION, | 
BESS HEN I. frft entered upon this Tranſlati- 
WB on, I was ambitious of Dedicating it to 
the Late Earl of Halifax; but being © 
prevented from doing my ſelf that Honour, 
by the unſpeakable Loſs, which our Country 
hath ſuſtained in the Death of that Extraordinary Perſon, | 
- I bope I ſhall not be blamed for preſuming to make a Dedica- | 
A 2 : tion 


D EDICATION 


tion of it to bis Memory. The Greatneſs of | his... Name 2 


juſtiſie a Practice altogether uncummon, and my gain Favour | 
Lamar 4 "Wark, which Oo maden hr Parronage) is 


himſelf would have been ede 9 Living But 3 

am ſenſible, ſo amiable and exalted a Character would be 
very acceptable to the Publick, were I able zo draw it in 

iti. full Extent: I fbould be cenfured very defervedly, ſhould 
I venture 4 8 an Undertaking, to which I am by no means 
-Fqwis 

His W all kinds — bis 
winingEloquence in Publick Aſſemblies, bis active Zeal for the 
Good of bis Country, and the Share he had in comneying the . 

preme Power to an Muftrious Family, famous for being Friends 

to Mankind, are Hubjects eaſie to be enlarged upon, but in- 


c- 
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DEDICATION. 
capable of being exhauſted. The Nature of the following Per- 
formance more directly leads me to lament the Misfortune, 
which bath befallen the Learned World, by the Death of fo Ge-. 
 nerous and Univerſal a Patron. 
He reſted not in a barren Admiration of the Polite Arti, 
wherein be himſelf was ſo great a Maſter ; but was afted 
by that Humanity, they naturally inſpire : which gave Riſe to 
many Excellent Writers, who have caſt a-Light upon the Age 
in which be lived, and will diſtinguiſb it to Poſterity. It is 
well known, that very few celebrated Pieces have been pul- 
liſhed for ſeveral Tears, but what were either promoted by his 
Encouragement, or ſupported by his Approbation, or recom- 
penſed by his Bounty. And if the Succeſſion of Men, who ex- 
cell in the moſt refined Arts, ſhould not continue; though ſome 
may impute it to a Decay of Genius in our Country-men; thoſe, 
who are acquainted with His Lordſhip's Charader, will know. 
more juſtly how to account for it. 
The Cauſe of Liberty will receive no ſmall Advantage in 
future Times, when it ſhall be obſerved that the Earl of Ha- 
lifax was one of the Patriots, who were at the Head of it ; 


i 


DEDICATION. 


and that moſt of thoſe, whowere Eminent m the ſeveral part: 
of Polite or Uſeful Learning, were by his Influence and Ex- 


ample engaged in the ſame Intereſt. 


I hope therefore the Publick will excuſe my Ambition for 


thus intruding into the Number of thoſe Applauded Men, who 
have payed bim this kind of Homage: eſpecially fince I am 


alſo prompted to it byGratitude, for the Protection with which 


be bad begun to honour me; and doit at a time, when he can- 


not ſuffer by the Importunity of my Acknowledgments. 


* 


TO TS 
R E A D.E 3 


Muſt inform the Reader, that when I begun this 
| Firſt Book, I had ſome Thoughts of Tranſlating the 
whole [had : but had the Pleaſure of being diverted from 
that Deſign, by finding the Work was fallen into a 
much abler Hand. I would not therefore be thought 
to have any other View in publiſhing this ſmall Speci- 
men of Homer's Iliad, than to beſpeak, if poſſible, the 
Favour of the Publick to a Tranſlation of Homer's 
Odyſſeis, wherein I have already made ſome Progreſs. 
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1 2 * 1 fatal Wrath, whence Dif - 
ENS: cord roſe, | 


Full many a Hero's Ghoſt 
Was driv'n Mrs = to th Infernal Coaſt, 
While in promiſcuous Heaps their Bodies lay, 
A Feaſt for Dogs, and ev'ry Bird of Prey. 
So did the Sire of Gods and Men fulfill 
His ſteadfaſt Purpoſe, and Almighty Will; 

bs B What 


2 The FIRST BOOkE 


What time the haughty Chiefs their Jars begun. 
Alrides _ of Men, and Peleur godlike Son. 


What God in Strife chat Princes did engage? 

| Apollo burning with vindictive Rage 

Againſt the ſcornful King) whoſe impious Pride 

His Prieſt diſhon@ur'd, and his Pow'r defy'd. 
Hence ſwift Contagion, by the God's commands, 
Swept — the — and thinn'd the Grecian Bands. 


For Wealth immenſe the holy Chryſes bore, 
(His Daughter's Ranſom, ) to the Tented Shore: 

Aung round with hallow'd Garlands of his God, 
! Of all the Hoſt, of eviry Princely Chief, 
| But firſt of Au Sons he begs d Relief. 


Great Atreu? Socks 40 8 Greeks, attend. | 
© So may th immortal Gods your Caule befriend, 


of the TILT AD. 3 
« So may you Priam's lofty Bulwarksburn, 141 
And rich in gather'd Spoils to Greece return, 
« As for theſe Gifts my Daughter you beſtow, 
And Rey'rence due to great Apollo ſhow, 
« Jove's Fav'rite Offspring, terrible in War, 
Who neee 


| — ovihoning Kdenine rid 
The Prieſt to rev rence, and give back the Prizez 


When the Great King, incens'd, his Silence broke 
In —_ un and thus n W 


c Hans bene ay Sighe: Nor over mote 

Approach, I warn thee, this forbidden Shore; 

Leaſt thou ſtretch forth, my nen l 
0 mmh 261 4 3 
The Captive Maid I never will reſig g. 
« Till Age o ertakes 2 
« To diſtant Argos ſhall the Fair be led: | 
« She ſhall; o ply the Loom, and grace my Bed. 
B 2 


4 The FIRST Book 


Begone, cer Evil intercept thy way. 
Hence, on may Life: nor urge me by thy Stay. 


He * ng Speechleſs * diſmay a 
The Aged Sire his ſtern Command obey d. 
Silent he paſs d, amid the deaf ning Roar 
Of tumbling Billows, on the lonely Shore; 
Far from the Camp he paſs d: then ſuppliant ſtood; 
And thus the hoary Prieſt invok'd his God. 


© Dread Warriour with the Silver Bow, give Ear. 
Patron of Chryſa and of Cilla, hear. 

To Thee the Guard of Tenedos belongs; 

© Propitious Syyntheus! Oh! redreſs my Wrongs. 
If Cer within thy Fane, with Wreaths adorn'd, 
© The Fat of Bulls and well-fed Goats I burn d, 
Ohl hear my Pray'r. Let Greece thy Fury know, 
And with thy Shafts avenge thy Servant's Woe. 


* 
7 * 
— 
. 
— 


N 
of the I L T A D. 5 
Apollo heard his injur'd Suppliant's Cry. 2 
Down ruſh'd the vengeful Warriour from the Sky ;- 
Acroſs his Breaſt the glitt'ring Bow he flung,” | 
And at his Back the well-ſtor'd-Quiver hung: 
(His Arrows rattled, as he urg d his Flight.) 
In Clouds he flew, conceal'd from Mortal Sight; 
Then took his Stand the well-aim'd*Shaft to throw: 
Fierce ſprung the String, and twang'd the Silver Bow. 
The Dogs and Mules his firſt keen Arrow flew; 
Amid the Ranks the next more fatal flew, 1 
A deathful Dart. The Fun' ral Piles around 
For- ever blaz d on the devoted Ground. 


Nine Days entire, he vex d th embattail'd Hoaſt. 
The Tenth, Achilles through the winding Coaſt 
Summon d a Council, by the Queen's Command 
Who wields Heav'n's Sceptre in her Snowy Hand: 
She mourn'd her fav'rite Greeks, who now encloſe - 
The Hero, ſwiftly ſpeaking as he roſe. 


© What 


1 * — * A 
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What now, O Atreus Son, remains in view, 
© But o er the Deep our Wand rings to renew. 
« Doom'd to Deſtruction, while our waſted PowWrs 
The Sword and Peſtilence at once devours? 
Why haſte we not ſome Prophet's Skill to prove, 
Or ſeek by Dreams? (for Dreams deſcend from Jove.) 
© What moves Apollo's Rage let Him explain, 
What Vow, with-held, what Hecatomb un- ſlain: 
And if the Blood of Lambs and Goats can pay 
The Price for Guilt, and turn this Curſe away? 


Thus He. And next the Rev'rend Cakhas roſe, 
Their Guide to Ilion whom the Grecians choſe ; 
The Prince of Augurs, whoſe enlighten d Eye 
Could Things paſt, preſent, and to come, deſcry: 
Such Wiſdom Plus gave. He thus began. 
His Speech addreſſing to the godlike Man. 


| Me then command ſt. thou, Lovd of Jove, to ſow 
* © What moves the God, that bends the dreadful Bow? 
c Firſt 


of the ILIA D. 
« Firſt plight thy Faith thy ready Help to lend, 

By Words to aid me, or by Arms defend. 

« For I foreſee his Rage, whoſe ample Sway: 

The Argian Pow rs and Sceptred Chiefs obey. 

The Wrath of Kings what Subject can oppoſe? 

Peep in their Breaſts the ſmother'd Vengeance glows, 

« Still watchful to deſtroy. Swear, Valiant Youth, | 
Swen, wilt thou guard me, if T ſpeak the Truth? 


To this Achilles ſwift e Be bold. 
« Diſcloſe, what Phebus tells thee, uncontroul d 
By Him, who lift ning to thy pow'rful Pray'r 
© Reveals the Secret, I'deyoutly ſwear, 
That, while theſe Eyes behold the Light, no Hand 
© Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded Strand. 
Not Atreus Son. Though now himſelf he boaſt 
The King of Men, and Sov'raign of the Hoaſt. 


Then boldly He. © Nor does the God complain 13 
Of Vows with. held, or Hecatombs un- ſlain. 


0 , 


8 The FIRST Book 
c Chryſeis to her awful Sire refus d. 
The Gifts rejected, and the Prieſt abus d N 
Call down theſe Judgments, and for more they call, 
« Juſt ready on th exhauſted Camp to fall; 
Till Ranſom-free the Damſel is beſtow'd, 
And Hecatombs are ſent to ſooth the God, 
© To Chryſa ſent. Perhaps Apolls's Rage 
© The Gifts may expiate, and the Prieſt aſl\wage. 


He ſpoke and fate. When, with an angry Frown, 
The Chief of Kings up-ſtarted from his Throne. 
Diſdain and Vengeance in his Boſom riſe, 
Lour in his Brows, and ſparkle in his Eyes: 
Full at the Prieſt their fiery Orbs he bent, 
And all at once his Fury found a Vent. 


- © Augur of Ills, (for never Good to Me 
Did that moſt inauſpicious Voice decree.) 
For. ever ready to denounce my Woes. ' 

© When Greece is puniſh'd, I am ſtill the Cauſe. 


© And 


rn 2 8 — 2 
of the I L T A D. 9 
And now, when Phebus ſpreads his Plagues abroad, 


And waſtes our Camp, tis I provoke the God, 
< Becauſe my blooming Captive I detain, 

And the large Ranſom is produc'd in vain. 
Fond of the Maid, my Queen, in Beauty's Pride; 
© Ne'er charm'd me more, a Virgin and a Bride; 
Not Chtenneſtra boaſts a nobler Grace, 

A ſweeter Temper, or a lovelier Face, 

In works of Female Skill bath more Command, 
Or guides the Needle with a nicer Hand. 
Vet ſhe ſhall go. The Fair our Peace ſhall buy: 

« Better I ſuffer, than my People die. 

« But mark me well. See inſtantly prepar'd 

A full Equivalent, a new Reward. 

Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his Share, 

« Your Chief ſhould loſe his Portion of the War: 
In vain your Chief; whilſt the dear Prize, I boaſt 
Is wreſted from me, and for ever loſt. 


C © To 


10 The FIRST Book 

To whom the gwift · Purſuer quick reply d. 
Oh! ſunk in Avarice, and ſwol'n with Pride! 
Ho ſhall the Greeks, though large of Soul they be, 
Collect their ſever d Spoils, a Heap for Thee 
« 'To' ſearch anew: and cull the choiceſt Share 
Amid the mighty Harveſt of the War? 
Then yield thy Captive, to the God reſign'd, 
Aſſur d a ten-fold Recompence to find. 
When Joe's Decree ſhall throw proud Jian down, 

« And give to Plunder the devoted Town. 


— 


Think not, Atrides anſwer'd, though thou ſhine, 
« Graceful in Beauty, like the Powers divine, 
© Think not, thy Wiles, in ſpecious Words convey'd, 
From its firm Purpoſe ſhall my Soul diſſuade. 
© Muſt I alone bereft fit down with Shame, 
And Thou inſulting keep Thy captive Dame? 
© If, as I ask, the Large- ſoul d Greeks conſent 
Full Recompence to give, I ſtand content. 


of the 1L14 


« Tf not: \ Prive T W. my {elf decree, 
From Hims or Him, of elſe perhaps from Thee. vi 
« While the proud Prince, deſpoil'd, {hall rage in vain. - 

* But break we here. The reſt let Time explain. 

« Launch now a well-trim'd Galley from the Shore: 
With Hands, experienc'd at the bending Oar: 
Encloſe the Hecatomb: and then with Care 

Jo the high Deck convey the Captive Fair. 

The facred Barque let ſage Uhyſes guide, 
Or Ajax, or Idomeneus, preſide: 

Or Thou, O mighty Man, the Chief ſhalt be. 
And who more fit to ſooth the God than Thee? 


« Shameleſs, and poor of Soul, the Prince replies, 
And on the Monarch caſts his ſcornful Eyes, - 
« What Greek henceforth will march at thy Command, 
In ſearch of Danger on the doubtful Strand? 
* Who in the face of Day provoke the Fight, 
Or tempt the ſecret Ambuſh of the Night? 


C 2 
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Not L be ſure. Henceforward I am free. 
For ne er was Priam's Houle a Foe to Me. 
« Far from their Inroads, in my Paſtures feed 
The lowing Heifer, and the pamper'd Steed, 
On Phthia's Hills our Fruits ſecurely grow, 
And ripen, careleſs of the diſtant Foe, 
© Between whoſe Realms and our Theſſahan Shore 
« .Un-number'd Mountains riſe, and Billows roar. 
« For Thine, and for thy baffled Brother's Fame, 
* Acroſs thoſe Seas, diſdainful Man, I came; 
Vet, Infolent! by arbitrary Sway, 
Thou talk'ſt of ſeiſing on my rightful Prey, 
The Prize whoſe Purchaſe Toils and Dangers coſt, 
« And giv n by Suffrage of the Grecian Hoaſt. 
What Town, when ſack d by our victorious Bands, 
But ſtill brought Wealth to thoſe rapacious Hands? 
© To Me, thus ſcorn'd, contented do ſt thou yield 
My Share of Blood in the tumultuous Field ; 
But till the Flow'r of all the Spoil is Thine; 
8 0 claim ſt Thou moſt. Nor cer did I repine. 
; — 


of the IL IAD. 13 
0 Whate er was givn I took, and thought it beſt, | 
« With Slaughter tir d, and panting after Reſt. | 
To Phihia now, for I ſhall fight no more, 
My Ships their crooked Prows ſhall turn from Shore. 
When I am ſcorn d, I think I well foreſee 
« What Spoils and Pillage will be won by Thee. 


* Hence! cry d the Monarch, hence! without delay. 
© Think not, vain Man! My Voice ſhall urge thy Stay: 
Others thou leav ſt to the great Cauſe inclin d. 
A League of Kings thou leav ſt, and Jove behind. 
Of all the Chiefs do ſt Thou oppoſe me moſt: 
Outrage and Uproar are thy only Boaſt, 
* Diſcord and Jars thy Joy. But learn to know, 
elf thou art ſtrong, tis Jove hath made thee ſo. 
Go, at thy Pleaſure. None will ſtop thy Way-'- / 
Go, bid thy baſe-born Myrmidons obe. 
Thou, nor thy Rage, ſhall my Reſolves ſubdue; _ - 
© I fix my Purpoſe, and my Threats renew... | 


c SINCE 
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© Since *tis decree'd I muſt the Maid reſtore, = 
© AShip ſhallwaft her to th offended Po- r; 
But fair Briſeis, Thy allotted Prize, 
My ſelf will ſeize, and ſeize before thy Eyes: 
That Thou and each audacious Man may ſee, 
< How vain the raſh Attempt to cope with Me. 


Stung to the Soul, tumultuous Thoughts began 


This way and that to rend the godlike Man. 

To force a Paſſage with his Faulchion drawn, 

And hurl ti Imperial Boaſter from his Throne, 
He now reſolves: and now reſolves again iin 
To quell his Fury, and his Arm reſtrain. 

While thus by turns his Rage and Reaſon ſway d, 
And half un. ſbeath d he held the glitt ring Blade; 
That moment, Jun; whoſe impartial Eye 


Watch d oer them both, ſent Pallas from the Sky: 


She flew, and caught his yellow Hair behind, | 


(To Him alone the radiant Goddeſs ſhin'd).'- Nen kü 


Sud- 


"of the I L 1AD: 15 
Sudden he turn d, and ſtarted with Surprize. 
Rage and Revenge flaſh d dreadful in en 


Then thus with haſty Words. Ol Wade 
Com'ſt thou to ſee proud Agmamemnon s Scorn? 


« But thou ſhalt ſee (my Sword ſhall make it good) 
© This glutted Sand ſmoak with the Tyrant's Blood. 


© To ſooth thy Soul, the Blue. ey d Maid replies, 
((If thou obey my Voice) I left the Skies. 
£ Heav'n's Queen, who favours both, gave this Command- 
« Suppreſs thy Wrath, and ſtay thy vengeful Hand: 
* Beall thy Rage in tauntful Words expreſt; 
« But guiltleſs let the thirſty Faulchion reſt. 
Mark what I ſpeak. An Hour is on its way, 
« When Gifts ten- fold for this Affront ſhall pay. 5 
« Suppreſs thy Wrath x and Heav'n and 1 8 


Then He 1 yield; though with reluctant Mind. 
< Who yields to Heav n ſhall Heavn propitious find. 


The 


"Throws out his Wrath, and goes impetuous on. 


War's glorious Peril ever flow to ſhare: 
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The Silver Hilt cloſe-graſping, at the Word, 


Deep in the Sheath he plung'd his mighty Sword. 
The Goddeſs, turning, darted from his Sight, 


1 


And reach'd Olympus in a Moment's Flight. 


But fierce Achilles, in a thund'ring Tone, 


Valiant with Wine, and furious from the Bowl? 
© Thou fierce-look'd Talker with a Coward Soul! 


* Aloof thou view'ſt the Field; for Death is An 
* 'Tis greater far this peaceful Camp to ſway, 
And peel the Greekr, at will, who diſobey: 

A Tyrant Lord o'er Slaves to Earth debas d; 


For, had they Souls, this Outrage were thy laſt. 
But, Thou, my fix d my final Purpoſe hear. 
By this dread Sceptre ſolemnly I fwear: 
By this (which, onte from out the Foreſt torn, 
Nor Leaf nor Shade ſhall ever more adorn ; 


Which 


of. #be 7B if A BN 17 
Which never more its Verdure muſt renew, 
« Lopp'd from the Vital Stemm, whence firſt it grew: 


But giv'n by Joe the Sons of Men to awe, 


| 95 < Now ſways the Nations and confirms the Law.) 
A Day ſhall come, when for this Hour's Diſdain 
The Greeks ſhall wiſh for Me, and with in vain; 
Nor Thou, though griev d, the wanted Aid afford, | 
When Heaps on Heaps ſhall fall by, Hefor's Sword: 
« Too late with Anguiſh ſhall thy Heart be torn, 

« That the BG Greek was made the Publick Scorn. 


ne ſaid. And, mounting with a furious n 
He daſh'd his ſtudded Sceptre on the Ground; 
Then fate. Atrides, eager to reply, 


On the fierce Champion glanc'd a vengeful Eye. 


Twas then, the madding Monarchs to compoſe, 
The Pylian Prince, the ſmooth-ſpeech'd Neſtor role. 
His Tongue dropp'd Honey. Full of Days was He; 
Two Ages paſt, he liv'd the Third to ſee: 


D And, 


= «© Theſeus unrival d in his Sire's Abodes, 
And mighty Polypheme, a Match for Gods. 
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And, his firſt Race of Subjects long decay'd, | 
O'er their Sons Sons a peaceful Sceptre ſway d. 
Aas for Greece! he cries, and what with Joy 
« Shall Priam hear, and ev'ry Son of Troy! 
That You, the firſt in Wiſdom as in Wars, 
Waſte your great Souls in poor ignoble Jars. 
Go to! You both are young, Yet oft rever d 


© Greater than you have the wiſe Nefor heard. 


Their Equals never ſhall theſe Eyes behold: 
« Ceneus the Juſt, Pirithoiis the Bold, 

* Exadius, Diryas, born to high Command, 
« Shepherds of Men, and Rulers of the Land, 


They, greateſt Names that Ancient Story knows, 
In mortal Conflict met as dreadful Foes: 

« Fearleſs through Rocks and Wilds their Prey purſu'd, 
And the huge Double Centaur Race ſubdu d. 


© With 


of the 1 LIA D. 4.78 


With Them my early Youth was pleas'd to roam 
Through Regions, far from my ſweet native Home; 
They call'd me to the Wars. No living Hand 
Could match their Valour, or their Strength withſtand; 
Vet wont thy oft my ſage Advice to hear. 
Then liſten Both, with an attentive Ear. 

« Seize not Thou, King of Men, the beauteous Slave | 
© Th' allotted Prize the Grecian Voices gave. 
Nor Thou, Pelides, in a threat ning Tone 
VUrge him to Wrath, who fills that ſacred Throne, 
The King of Forty Kings, and honour'd more 
By mighty Jove, than e' er was King before. 

© Brave though thou art, and of a Race Divine, 
Thou muſt obey a Pow'r more great than Thine. 
And thou, O King, forbear. My ſelf will fue 
Great Thetis' Son his Vengeance to ſubdue: 

« Great Thetir valiant Son, our Country's Boaſt, 

© The Shield, and Bulwark, of the Grecian Hoalt. 


* 


D 2 Wiſe 
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WWiſe are thy Words, O Sire, the King began, 

C But what can ſatiate this aſpiring Man? 
VUnbounded Pow'r he claims o'er Wen ind 

© And hopes for Slaves, I truſt, he ne er ſhall find. 

« Shall We, becauſe the Gods have form'd him Strong, 
Bear the lewd Language of his lawleſs Tongue! 


_ © If aw'd by Thee, the Greeks might well deſpiſe 
My Name, the Prince, precipitate, replies. 
© In vain thou nodd'ſt from thy Imperial Throne. 
Thy Vaſſals ſeek elſewhere: For I am none. 
ut break we here. The Fair, though juſtly Mine, 
With Sword un- drawn I purpoſe to reſign. 
On aught beſide, I once for all command, 
. Lay not, I charge thee, thy preſumptuous Hand. 
Come not within my Reach. Nor dare advance. 
Or thy Heart's Blood ſhall reek upon my Launce. 


Thus Both in foul Debate prolong'd the Day. 


The Council broke, each takes his ſep rate Way. 
Achilles 


of te I LIA D. 21 


Achilles ſeeks his Tent with reſtleſs Mind; 
Patroclus and his Train move ſlow behind. 


— — — — ͤ——-— — ——ñ—jĩh — — — — - - 


Mean time, a Barque was haul d along the Sand, 
Twice ten ſelected Greeks, a brawny Band, 
Tug the tough Oars, at the great King's Command. 
The Gifts, the Hecatomb, the Captive Fair, 

Are all entruſted to Ulyſer' Care, 

They mount the Deck. The Veſſel takes its Flight, 
Bounds o'er the Surge, and leſſens to the Sight. 


Next he ordains along the winding Coaſt 
By hallow'd Rites to purifie the Hoaſt. 
A Herd of choſen Victims they provide, 
And caſt their Offals on the briny Tide. 
Fat Bulls and Goats to great polio die. 
In Clouds the ſav ry Steam aſcends the Sky. 


The Greeks to Heay'n their folemn Vows addreſt. 
But dire Revenge rowl'd in the Monarchs Breaſt. 
Obſe- 
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Obſequious at his Call two Heralds ſtand: 
To them in Frowns he gives this harſh Command. 
Te Heralds, to Achille, Tent repair; 

© Thence, ſwift, the Female Slave Bri/eis bear. 
With Arms, if diſobey'd, my ſelf will come. 
Bid him reſign her, or he tempts his Doom. 


The Heralds, though unwillingly, obey. 
Along the Sea beat Shore they ſpeed their Way: 
And, now the Myrmidonian Quarter palt, 

At his Tent-door they find the Hero plac'd. 
Diſturb'd the ſolemn Meſſengers he ſaw : 

They too ſtood ſilent, with reſpectful Awe, 
Before the Royal Youth. They neither ſpoke. 
He gueſsd their Meſſage, and the Silence broke. 


Le Miniſters of Gods and Men, draw near. 
Not You, but Him, whoſe Heralds ye appear, 
Robb d of my Right I blame. Patrociur, bring 
The Damfel forth for this diſdainful King, 
** © But 
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But Ye, my Wrongs, O Heralds, bear in Mind, 
And clear me to the Gods and all Mankind, 
Evn to your thoughtleſs King; if ever more 
My Aid be wanted on the hoſtile Shore. 

* Thoughtlels he is, nor knows his certain Doom, 
« Blind to the Paſt, nor ſees the Woes to come, 
His beſt Defence thus raſhly to forego, 

* And leave a naked Army to the Foe. 


He ccas'd. - Patroclus his dear Friend obey'd, 
And uſber d in the lovely weeping Maid. 
Sore ſigh d ſhe, as the Heralds took her Hand, 
And oft look d back flow-moving oer the Strand. 


The widow'd Hero, when the Fair was gone, 

Far from his Friends fate bath'd in Tears, alone. 

On the cold Beach he fate, and fix'd his Eyes 

Where black with Storms the curling Billows . 

And as the Sea wide · row ling he ſurvey d, , 

With out-ſtretch'd Arms to his fond Mother pray d. 
Since 
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« Since-to ſhort Life thy hapleſs Son was born, 
Great Jove ſtands bound by Promiſe to adorn 
His ſtinted Courſe, with an Immortal Name. 
Ils this the great Amends? the promis'd Fame? 
The Son of Aftreus, proud of lawleſs Sway, 
© Demands, poſſeſſes, and enjoys, my Prey. 


Near her old Sire enthron'd, ſhe heard him weep 
From the low ſilent Caverns of the Deep: 
Then in a Morning Miſt her Head ſhe rears, 
Sits by her Son, and mingles Tears with Tears; 
Cloſe- graſps her Darling's Hand. My Son, ſhe cries, 
Why heaves thy Heart? and why o'erflow thy Eyes? 
© Oh tell me, tell thy Mother all thy Care, 
That Both may know it, and that Both may ſhare. 


Ohl! Goddels! cry'd he, with an inward Groan, 

Thou know'ſt it all: To Thee are all things known. 
Eotian Thebes we ſack d, their ranſack d Tow'rs, 
* The Plunder of a People, all was ours. 
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We ſtood agree'd the Booty to divide. 
« Chryſeis Roſy-cheek d, and Gloſly-ey'd, 

« Fell to the King; but holy Chryſes bore 

< Vaſt Gifts of Ranſom, to the Tented Shore: 

His Sceptre ſtretching forth (the golden Rod 
Hung round with hallow'd Garlands of his God) 
Of all the Hoaſt, of ev'ry Princely Chief, 
But firſt of Atreur Sons, he begg d Relief. 
Throughout the Hoaſt conſenting Murmurs ran, 

© To yield her to the venerable Man; | 

« But the harſh King deny'd to do him Right, 
And drove the trembling Prophet from his Sight. 

«< Apollo heard his injur'd Suppliant's Cry, 

And dealt his Arrows through th' infected Sky; 

© The ſwift Contagion, ſent by His Commands, Bands. 
swept through the Camp, and thinn d the Grecian 
The guilty Cauſe a ſacred Augur ſhow d, 

And I firſt mov d to mitigate the God. 
« At this the Tyrant ſtorm'd, and Vengeance vow d; 
And now too ſoon hath made his ed 


E F178 "I" 


26 The F IRST Boo x 


C Chryſeis firſt with Gifts to Chryſa ſent, 
His Heralds came this Moment to my Tent, - 
And bore Briſeir thence, my beauteous Slave. 
Th' allotted Prize, which the leagu'd Grecians gave. 
Thou Goddeſs, then, and Thou, I-knowyha'& Pow'r, 
For thine'own Son the Miglit of Joe implore. 
Oft in my Father's Houſe I've heard thee tell, 
When ſudden Fears om Heaw'n's great Monarch ell; 
Thy Aid the Rebel Deities o'ercatnes 

And fav'd the migiity Thunderer from Shame. 
Palla, arid Næprune, and great um, bound 

« TheSite in Chaim, and hemm d their 8ov raign round. 
Thy Voice, © Goddeſs, broke their idle Bands, 

« Andcall'd the Giatmt of the Hundred Hands, 
The Prodigy, whom Heav'n and Earth revere, 
« Briateus nam d above; Mgeon here. 


is Father Neptine He in Strength ſurpaſs do 


At Jove's Right Hand his hideous Form he plac'd; 
Proud of his Might. The Gods, with ſecret Dread, 
Y * the huge enormous * fled. 
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KRemind him then: For well thou know the Art: | 
Go, claſp his Knees, and melt his mighty Heart. 
Let the drin Argiaur, hunted o'er the Plain, 
« Seek the laſt Verge of this tempeſtuous Main: 
There let them periſh, void of all Relief, 
My Wrongs remember, and enjoy their Chief. 
Too late with Anguiſh ſhall bis Heart be torn, 
That the Firſt Greek was made the publick Soorn. 


Then She. (With Tears her azure Eyes ran oer) 
« Why bore I Thee! or-nourith'd, when I bore! - 
« Bleſt, if within thy Tent, and free from Strife, 
Thou might'{ poſſeſs thy poor Remains of Life. 
Thy Death approaching now the Fates foreſhow; 
Short is thy deſtin d Term, and full of Woe. 
l- fated Thou! and oh unhappy I! | 
But hence to the celeſtial Courts 1 * 

Where, hid in Snow, to Heav'n Ohmpus n 
; And Joe, rejoycing in his Thunder, dwells. . 


z 
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Mean time, My Son, indulge thy juſt Diſdain: 
Vent all thy Rage, and ſhun the hoſtile Plain, 
Till Joe returns. Laſt Night my Waves he croſs d, 
And ſought the diſtant Ethiopian Coaſt: 
Along the Skies his radiant Courſe he ſteer d, 
Behind him all the Train of Gods appear'd, 
As bright Proceſſion. 'To the holy Feaſt 
Of blameleſs Men he goes a grateful Gueſt. 
| © To Heav'n he comes, when twice ſix Days are o'er; 
Then ſhall my Voice the Sire of Gods implore, 
Then to his lofty Manſion will I paſs, 
Founded on Rocks of ever-during Braſs: 
There will I claſp his Knees with wonted Art, 
Nor doubt, my Son, but I ſhall melt his Heart. 


| She ceas'd: and left him loſt in doubtful Care, 
And bent on Vengeance for the raviſh'd Fair. 


But, fafe arriv d near Chry/a's facred Strand, 
The ſage Ulyſes now advanc'd to Land. 


Alon g 
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Along the Coaſt he ſhoots with ſwelling Gales, 
Then low'rs the lofty Maſt, and furls the Sails; 
Next plies to Port with many a well-tim'd Oar» 
And drops his Anchors near the faithful Shore. 
The Barque now fix d amidſt the rowling Tide, 
Chryſeis follows her experienc'd Guide: | 
The Gifts to Phebus from the Grecian Hoaſt, 

A Herd of Bulls went bellowing o'er the Coaſt. 
To the God's Fane, high looking o'er the Land, 
He led, and near the Altar took his Stand, 
Then gave her to the joyful Father's Hand. 


« All hail! Atrides ſets thy Daughter free, 
« Sends Off rings to thy God, and Gifts to Thee. 
But Thou intreat the Pow'r, whoſe dreadful Sway 
Afflicts his Camp, and ſweeps his Hoaſt away. 


He ſaid, and gave her. The fond Father ſmild 
With ſecret Rapture, and embracd his Child. 


The 
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The Victims now they range in choſen Bands; 

And offer Gifts with un-pollated Hands: 

When with loud Voice, and Arms up-rear'd in Air, 

The hoary Prieſt prefer d this pow'rful Prayer. 


< Dread Warrior with the Silver Bow, give Ear: 
Patron of Chryſa and of Cilla, hear. 

About this Dome thou walk ſt thy conſtant Round: 
Still have my Vows thy Pow'r propitious found. 
Rousd by My Pray vs ew n now thy Vengeance burns, 
And ſmit by Thee, the Grecian Army mourns. 

£ Hear me once more; and let the ſuppliant Foe 

< Avert thy Wrath, and flack thy dreadful Bow. 


He pray'd: and great Apollo heard his Pray'r. 
The Suppliants now their votive Rites prepare: 
Amid the Flames they caſt the hallow'd Bread, 
And Heav n- ward turn each Vitim's deſtin d Head: 
Next ſlay the fatted Bulls, their Skins divide, 

And from each Carcaſs rend the ſmoaking Hyde; 


% 
— — — — — — — — 
— —j—U—U— k—ꝛäé— ́ ã . — — : — 


of the ILIA D. 31 


On ev'ry Limb large Rowls of Fat beſtow, _ 
And choſen Morſels round the Off ring ſtrow :. 
The great High Prieſt-pours forth the ruddy Wine; 
Himſelf the Off ring burns. On either Hand: 
A Troop of Youths, in decent Order, ſtand, 
On ſharpen'd Forks, obedient to the Sire, As 
They turn the taſteful Fragments in the Fire, 
Adorn the Feaſt, fee ev'ry Diſh well ſtor d, | 
And ferve the plenteous Meſſes to the Board. 


When now the various Feaſt had chear'd their Souls, 
With ſparkling Wines they crown the gen'rous Bowls, 
The Firſt Libations to Apollo pay, 8 
And ſolemnize with ſacred Hymns the Day: 

His Praiſe in 15 Pran loud they ſing, 

And ſooth tlie Rage of the far-ſhooting King. 

At Evening, through the Shore diſpers d, they ſleep, 
Huſh'd by the diſtant Roarings of the Deep. 


When 
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When now, aſcending from the Shades of Night, 
Aurora glow'd in all her Roſie Light, 
The Daughter of the Dawn: th' awaken'd Crew 
Back to the Greeks encamp'd their Courſe renew. 
The Breezes freſhen: for with friendly Gales 
' Fholl ſwell d their wide, diſtended, Sails? 
Cleft by the rapid Prow the Waves divide, 
And in hoarſe Murmurs break on either Side. 
In Safety to the deſtin'd Port they paſs d. 
And fix d their Barque with grappling Haulſers faſt; 
Then dragg d her farther, on the dry-land Coaſt, 
Regain d their Tents, and mingled in the Hoaſt. 


But fierce Achilles, ſtill on Vengeance beat, 
Cheriſt'd his Wrath, and madden'd in his Tent. 
Th aſſembled Chiefs he ſhun'd with high Diſdain, 
A Band of Kings: nor ſought the hoſtile Plain; 
But long d to hear the diſtant Troops engage, 

The Strife grow doubtful, and the Battel rage. 


Twelve 
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Twelve Days were paſt ; and now th'Ethereal Train, 
Fove at their Head, to Heav'n return d again: 
When Thetir, from the Deep prepar'd to riſe, 
Shot through a big-{woll'n Wave, and pierc'd the Skies. 
At early Morn ſhe reach'd the Realms above, 
The Court of Gods, the Reſidence of Fore. 


On the Top- Point of high Olympus, crown'd 
With Hills on Hills, Him far apart ſhe found, 
Above the reſt. The Earth beneath diſplay d 
(A boundleſs Proſpect) his broad Eye ſurveyd. 
Her Left Hand graſp'd his Knees, her Right ſhe rear'd, 
And touch'd with Blandiſhment his awful Beard ; 
Then, ſuppliant with ſubmiſſive Voice implor d 
Old Saturns Son, the God by Gods ador'd. 


If cer, by Rebel Deities oppreſt 
My Aid reliev'd thee, grant this one Requeſt. 
« Since to ſhort Life my hapleſs Son was born, 
Do Thou with Fame the ſcanty Space adorn. 

| F « Puniſh 
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« Puniſh the King of Men, whoſe lawleſs Sway | 
« Hath ſham'd the Youths and ſeiz'd his deftin'd Frey. 


« Awhile let y prevail, that Greece may grieve; 
And doubled Honours to my Off-ſpring give. 


She faid. The God vouchſaf d not to reply: 
( A deep Suſpence fate in his thoughtful Eye) 
Once more around his Knees the Goddeſs clung, 
And to {oft Accents form'd her artful Tongue. 
Ohl! ſpeak. Or grant me, or deny my Pray'r. 
Fear not to ſpeak; what I am doom'd to bear; 
That I may know, if thou my Pray'r deny, 
© The moſt deſpis'd of all the Gods am I. 


With a deep Sigh the Thund'ring Pow'r rephes. 
To what a height will Juno's Anger riſe! 
Still doth her Voice, before the Gods, upbraid 
« My partial Hand, that gives the Trojans Aid. 

I grant thy Suit. But, hence! depart unſeen, 


« nd ſhun the Sight of Heav'n's ſuſpicious Queen. 
oP C Be. 
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Believe my Nod, the great the certain Sign, | | 
When Jove propitious hears the Pow'rs divine; 
The Sign that ratifies my high Command, 
That thus I Will: and what I Will ſhall ſtand. 


This faid, his kingly Brow the Sire inclin'd; 
The large black Curls fell awful from behind, 
Thick-ſhadowing the ſtern Forehead of the God: 
Olympus trembled at th Almighty Nod: 


The Goddeſs fmil'd: and, with a ſudden Leap, 
From the high Mountain plung'd into the Deep. 


But Jobe repair'd to his celeſtial Tow s: 
And, as he roſe, up- roſe th Immortal PowW rs. 
In Ranks, on either fide, ti Aſſembly caſt, 
Bow'd down, and did Obeifance as he ke paſta 


To Him uteri (for whiſy ring ſhe had ſeen 
Cloſe at his Knees the Silver-footed Queen, 
F 2 + Daugh- 
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Daughter of Him, who, low beneath the Tides, | 
Aged and hoary in the Deep reſides) 
Big with Invectives, Juno Silence broke, 

And thus, opprobrious, her Reſentments ſpoke. 


« Falſe Jove! what Goddeſs whiſp ring did I ſee? 
O fond of Counſels, ſtill conceal'd from Me! | 
To Me, neglected, thou wilt ne'er impart 
One ſingle Thought of thy cloſe-cover'd Heart. 


To. whom the Sire of Gods and Men reply'd; 
« Strive not to find, what I decree to hide. 
© Laborious were the Search, and vain the Strife, 
Vain ev'n for Thee, my Siſter and my Wife. 
The Thoughts and Counſels, proper to declare, 
Nor God nor Mortal ſhall before thee ſhare: | 

But, what my ſecret Wiſdom ſhall ordain, 
< Think not to reach, for TR were vain. 


» P on Py 
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Dread Saturn's Son, why ſo ſevere? replies 
The Goddeſs of the large Majeſtick Eyes. 
« Thy own dark Thoughts at Pleaſure hide, or ſhow; 
Neer have I ask d, nor now aſpire to know. 


Nor yet my Fears are vain: nor came unſeen. 


« To thy high Throne the Silver: footed Queen, 
Daughter of Him, who low beneath the Tides 
Aged and hoary in the Deep reſides. 

Thy Nod aſſures me ſhe was not deny d: 
And Greece mult periſh for a Madman's Pride. 


To whom the God, whoſe Hand the Tempeſt forms, 

Drives Clouds on Clouds, and blackens Heay'n. with 
Storms, 

Thus wrathful anſwer d. Do'ſt thou ſtill complain? 
« Perplex'd for- ever, and perplex'd in vain! | 
* Should'{t thou diſcloſe the dark Event to come, 
Ho wilt thou ſtop th' irrevocable Doom! 
© This ſerves the more to ſharpen my Diſdain; 
* And Woes foreſeen but lengthen out thy Pain. 


© Be 
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ge ſilent then. Diſpute not my Command; 
Nor tempt the Force of this ſuperiour Hand: 
© Leaſt all the Gods, around thee leagu'd, r 'T 
c In vuin un feld the ay dae 
e a abal'd 0 ſate think Ree 
And downward turn d her large Majeſtick — 2 
Nor further durſt th offended Sire provo ke: 
The Gods around him trembled, as he ſpoke. 
When Vulcan, for his Mother ſore diſtreſt, 
Turn'd Orator, and thus his Speech addreſs'd. 


Hard is our Fate, if Men of Mortal Line 
« Stir up Debate among the Pow rs divine, 
If Things of Earth diſturb the bleſt Abodes, 
And mar th Ambroſial Banquet of the Gods! 
Then let my Mother once be rul d by Me, 
Though much more wiſe than I pretend to be: 
if © Let me adviſe her ſilent to obey, | 
And due Submiſſion to our Father pay, 


© Nor 
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Nor force again his gloamy Rage to re e 
© Ill-tim'd, and damp the Reveb of the Skies 
« For ſhould he toſs her from th' Ohmpian Hill, 
Who could refit the mighty Monarch's Win: * 0 
Then Thou to Love the Thund rer reconeile, 


; And tempt eee fea cara 
'* 
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He fad: and in deer Hands ophore | 


- Sit downs, Dirt ies Haw content, 
0 Nor urge a more diſgraceful Puniſhment, 
Which if great Jos inflict, poor I, 1 I 
Muſt ſtand aloof, nor dere to give thee Aid 
Great Jove ſhall reign for · even, reer 
Remember, when I tok thy Part of old, 
Caught by the a 
C And headlong hutFd me from th' ethereal Sky: oP ; 
From Morn to Noon 1 fell, from Noon to Night; + 
0 = NE te a moſt piteous Sight, 
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The Sintians walls could my Breath recall, 
: _ and (Geng with the dreadful Fall. 


She mil d: and, Ciling, h her wits Arm diſplay'd. 
| To reach the Bowl her awkard Son convey'd. 
From Right to Left the gen rous Bowl he crown "= 
And dealt the Roſie Nectar fairly round. 
The Gods.laugh'd out, unweary'd, as they ſpy d 
The buſie Skinker hop from ſide to fide. 
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Thus, feaſting to the full, they paſs d away, 

In bliſsful Banquets; all the live-long Day. 
Nor wanted Melody. With heav'nly Art i 11550 
The Muſes ſung; Each Mule perform d her Part, 


1 Alternate warbling; while the Golden 1 
ouch d by Apulb, led the vocal Qhoir. 

I be Sun at length declin d, when ev ry cu 
Sought. his-bright Palace, and withdrew blen. . 
TS Each had his Palace on th' Olympian Hill, 200008 go 9 
A Maſter: piece of Vulcan s matchleſs Skill. b 2:99.50 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n He, the God, who Heav'n's great Sceptre ſways, 
And frow ns amid the Lightning's dreadful Blaze, 

His Bed of State aſcending, lay compos'd; 

His Eyes a ſweet refreſhing Slumber clos'd; 

And at his Side, all glorious to behold, 


Was Juno lodg d in her Aloove of Gold. 
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